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INTRODUCTORY. 



A mreftl of tlie faot that w> p^noa hM yet UUmpM MBytiblvr 
beyond the limits of groveliiis mindg wUheut imtfaielgr «id ym^- 
dieUl eemmrot will beoome ftpparent ae the iiooii*day mm t^aay one 
who will torn over his raemoiy's hirtoryia thiiMfi^id. Xapm* 
ieattogr to a YiUaiiioiialy mean, eayioos and eenaovable pMkt a 
few way waid eoandi from an untuned Mum, I woidd Mnply pe|e 
that I have no ambition in grenilag the coal of trntsoftatity. I 
belioTe there are soma ideas woiihy of flieiit,>and.X kjMW th«re a«e 
others worthy of eternal obscurity; but, fh>m recent e^perltMl, 
appreeiatlngr to a eertain depth the envy, not only in the stupid 
blockheads, but the feigning literature of the day, I deem it waste 
of time to make any attempt at infallibility in my first issue. 
" Dogs must have their day." Censurers must be found, or learn- 
ing is defunct, and criticism bears no ponderosity. 

I may be considered rude and unbecoming in my remarks, never- 
theless, I believe I can appreciate modest learning and critidsm 
from a gentleman who has been taught manners at his mother's 
knee. Those loons and jackals styled editors, forsooth, should be 
lashed naked through the city's thoroughfares, for their audaelty in 
daily Indulging their self-styled right of launching before the pub- 
lie private oharaoteK This is one of the most grievous moral 
wrongs, and more fatal to domestic harmony than any crime knowa 
to law. There certainly should be a - proper compsss around the 
kennel of some of those puppies. This hackneyed phrase of a "Free 
Press" is degraded and trampled upon by the base haranguen of 
t. I shall speak more of this anen. 



dbyGoogk 



The hero of my first piece (which I will oontimie if I can procure 
sufficient to pay for ink and paper, but I rery much doubt it,) JOHN 
FARBO, ia now residing in this State — twenty-six years old — colti- 
rates a mostache — a red mustache. He is a clever fellow, and a 
great genius wttllEtL. 3?he romantic vicissitudes <of his life, thus far, 
may, when related, smack of exaggeration, but are nevertheless 
true ; and will prove more entertaining as we drag him from the 
dark sea of obscure days to the beach, where he can be viewed in 

\4tiio. As I haTC befofe observed, I do not expect any mark o^ lit- 
•fttfy lipi^robatidnii for t^ls'woik. It does not merit much, tf it did, 

' I rest WMUred I woaM not receive it when it would be of use td m». 
Snol^by soribl^lers, whose oollegial edneation has been limited to 
" PaVUy*» Tales" and '* The Arabian Nights,** must always dUptey 
their leamiag in ^marks on a new wotk, and if they do not orMi- 

'oise mfWM^f they are no seholan. However, if anybody choose to 

•btty^tt^beok they -may,- Mid if- they don't ohoose, I shan't care a 

hlfd's Birir 

HUGH F. MAOD«RMaTT, 
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JOHN FARRO 



I. 

Oh, Muse ! in taking up this paltry sheet of paper 

Three ideas flit -ftcrote my miod-r j 
To read, write, or to whiff my tapor 

And to Morpheus dormanUy incl.iQ^»' . '/ 

To read I'm dim ; to write; J. w%»t a sit;r;iper 
, My thoughts to clear Qf a drossy brine ;, 
But abhoj^rlng Ahat which giftea me top mndtieqlie^' 
^'11 puff and s.weat to tane you-rif you :plea8e.. 

n. 

i We long been thinking to ask a little aid * 

To sift the r^eords of a BWfiin J lukev, ' ' 
Since days of, gre^nhopd, when yo«tJjaitt«Bai4 
, To have quick pulses, for some prating fllir«w ; . > . 
lat, Mnae, wheoe' ff I toudiied- you:r stiingd afraid? i ' 

Tou mocked me, and instantly flew. 
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\ JOHN PARRO, 

I'm now resolred to sing, and without dread. 
And do not eat who do not like my bread. 

III. 

Long years Vre wandered on this traversed, globe, 
In natiFO oostom and in native rale, 

With feeling linking thought to probe * 
The essence of man's cause to pule. 

I've laas'd up whys in truth to. robe 
Oenturies' wisdom has been their school ; 

Bnt fhey diminish, or crumble as with a harrow 

When I think on those of my friend, John Farro. 

IV. 

John's life long I've kept in strict survey, 

Hop from hop I've closely scann'd, 
Which &ney strange does so purvey 

My grasp, to keep within its rand . 
With pen and ink I must now bewray, 

And dot my notes in order as they're pann'd. 
And till my tale is told to poetical connoisseur 
The only answer I shall give is '*Hush, hush, sir." 



To say John's blood was patrician would be untroe, 
Or that of plebian would be more a sin. 

Bat, like a worthy knight, he grew 
Tween prince and commoner, andto both akin. 
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JOHIN^ FARfiO. 7 

Iti youth his counsel told him to eschew 

The female eye, for there was a gin 
In it, if e'er entrapped his peep 
By day would rob his thoughts, by night his sleep. 

VI. 

Counsel — that old man, who 

Stands trembling on the brink 
Of youth's wild impulse— threw 

Into John's mind, when he would sink 
Or swim, resolution most askew, 

Despising that would make him slink. 
But returning wisdom oft hath told him well 
Unless he chang'd his course he'd go to hell. 

vn. 

John had a &ther-rWho has not ? 

Whose hopes were centered in his youthful sob. 
In diverse ways he had formed his lot 

In life — ^first, a priest, for John begun 
His days without a noted blot ; 

But with ins age increased the Ain 
rhat gives much pleasure to the .weaker sex, 
ind to paatoral piety is a bad index. 

VIII. 

^hen first the news went out 
It spread as food through a fiunish'd city ; 

Digitized by Google 



V JOHN FARRp.,, 

Old women — invalids from the. gout- 
Hobbled to thoir neighbors, to join in pity. 

With a sigh they bring his name, about — 
Vigilant ever to increase the chitty 

Of slander's greedy, leprous tongue — 

And marvel much that he did yvrong. 

IX. 

* 

Madame Winkwell says : " How strange ! 

Indeed ! Oft have I wished that Cimrlie— 
But he, only let him have his range, 

And when he pouts, kind parley — 
He's the best child— no, I would 'nt change 

A single character— he's never snarly. 
Well, I much. admired John Farro's thew ; 
But 'tis solemn to think what youths will do." 

X. 
Madame Snuffkins, itching for her say, 

Gould ^ot see for what good cause 
Silly people went out their way 

To give John F&rro so much 'plause. 
Fred Butters— her grandson — ^though he don't essaj 

To know much, ne'er did pause «* 

In reading Latio, Fre^h and Greek, 
All which fluently he could speak. 

XI. 
Poor John's character was sorely tugg'd 
By pious harridans, whose lips of oil 
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JOHN FAERO. • 9 

O'er machinations, have often dragged 

Pare jastice, and made a b6ii 
In that they would have hugg'd , 

With soothing pity. 'Tia a moil . 
'Pon humanity's lair race . . ' - , 

The fairest first bring it in disgrace. ". \ ' 

... . 3^I,..■ ^ '. . ;; '.' 

The news fell upon old Farro's hope 

Au an icicle upon the pedaneous thinker ; 

For a whole week he was a mope, 
Tired of which he turned a drinker, 

And in this mood prepared a rope 
To hang the young free-thinker ; 

Bat on the point to dO| thinks when a boy 

JBTis morals were not without alloy. 

XIH. J 

But punished^ John must be ; J 

Some greater sin might his life end 
If permitted to go free. 

First the senior disposetl to ?pe aii 
Awhile to a^certiin and see 

John's crime, or if he oonld defend 
Or give a reasen for his Jmu- pus, ' ^ 

Tbat was so hemoua in th<^ morai ]aA%-. . ' ' . 

2 
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iO JOHN FABRO. j 

XIV. . 

The bell now gave the signal stroke 

For dmner, and when all were seated 
And soup sipped, the senior spoke, 

And, with temper somewhat heated, 
Asked if it were to provoke 

His wrath — ^well, he didn't want to -repeat it ; 
For man smarting under hope defeated . i 

Wants his nod obeyed as well as greeted, 

■ . XV. I 

"But where is John," the senior says, "I 
Pray you? Is he in ? has he heard th« bell ? 

If so, go Jane and ask him why 
He doesn't come to dinner, and tell 

Him I'm calm — ^have laid all troubles bye. 
Jane — who, by the way, was a pretty belle 

Of thirteen summers, (poor girls, what a pity, 

Doubling this youll count by winters if left a naid, oil 
get a "betty,") 

XVL 

Jane was now all wrapped in ecstacy ; 

Half the mission told played on her ear, 
And around her brow a brilliancy 

Vied noon-day sun in his dancing sphere 
In smiling, pulsing vacillancy; 
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JOHN FARBO. 11 

And, with natire fnstinet, ere th^ way was clear-* i t 
For mark, when a glow to ^t ie on the mind 
We delve at that — in haste we're eyer biiijd— 

'■ XVIL ■ 

She, like 4 dear stm&foling to clear the copae, 
Made an ascensiye bolt, bat the canine pe% 

With slow-winking eye, Watdiing for dr(f|)g, 
Yelped, as if hnrt, and ea^er to let 

Him leave without morq pain, made some slops 
By a sudden heave to, which made her iret, 

For she saw the senior knit his brpw> whose look, 

From gravy, you would mistake for a^jgpreasy «ook. . ^ 

xvni. 

John w^ lonely chambered ; Jane did knock ; 

Fir8thetho^gbt hewi^ildtbeidlent; .^ r 

Bat he knew her voice, and slowly turned the lock, 

And with tone subdued, inquired the portent. 
But when she smiled it relieved the shock 

That, electric-like, seized on his content — 
For when man waits gidlt's punishment condign 
The rustle of a leaf disturbs the mind. 

XVIV. 

John had a will^bnt what's a will ? 

An inflated baloon in which 
Hope soars to an ethereal hill, 

^ Digitized by Google 



12 . : , , JOHN jAftBO. 

Whioh gained, there's not a niche,- - ' i . 

Kay, leas a beam, to drill 

S >perfieial ambition, and with a pitch 
V i ■ * np'»n that fi-etting rock, 

.V . ..u w;lt, hope, ambition mast e«r £ock« 

• • X.X. 

John had a will to rove; to go to sea ; 

To enlist a soldier ; to be a victor 
la some well-laught batie ; to be free ; ' 

To oppressed humanity to be a fantor. " 
His brayis swam in marvellous glee 

To become anything save a pastor. 
AifSl with his will, which was of the ^'head^ not the 
*. heart," '' • > .... j 

lll^d.thUmyfirstoPthcl'fonrtkpart . < I 



7! , / 
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miscklla:7eous. 13 

THE FATE OF GENIUS. 

Mt theme of G nias 'tis to sing : 

A lot so weary and so odd, 

A gift alone dispensed from (Jtod, , * 

Forgive my Muse if I do bring 
lU boundless flights to a confine ring. 

I. 

*• • i\ 

Since first the sweat iromi human .brow, 
Since man first saw his brother's will, 
Since man's first envy was tQ kill, 

Genius ne'er had a willing bow 

Till first through envy it did plough. 

TMien ^rst its fiight it takes from man 
'Tis sneered, cajoled by every class, ., 
'Tis hooted at by every ass; 

But soon has merit those fools outran—^ 

Their efforts foiled^ iits flame they fan. 

!:: .. . ■• • in • . ' 

The quality tha* spurned its will. 
The brow did cloud when in its sigtt, 
And lisped the voice in hateful fright 
Now asks' its health, and shows the gill: 
Which say|^^'*"ome,^ink ; I'll pay the bill.*' 
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14 MISCELLANEOUS. 

IV. 

GeitiiiL9 trne ^onld e'er oonfine 
Biit little wisdom in its course — 
Debauch, get drunk, without remorse, 
As from such depths it will surely shine 
A brighter gem to the envious mind, 

v.- 

For Genius, when outworn by toil. 
And lurks awhile in forbiddea waysj 
(Diversion, indeed, which adds.new rays,) 
Is fkr more lauded for the soil. 
Thro' which, in wonder, it seems to toil. 

VI. 

In compeeriog yonthb when the blood is high, 
And nerve and health betray a mind. 
By nature fated to stand behind, ' 
The struggling nizy doth sorely sigh 
To see young Genius soar and fly. 



When death proclaims the wing is still 
Ton which it poised akne, sublime, 
Sxtending flight by wear of time^ 
AJl^ mture's sad, and every hill 
Be*edii9eB with its sobbing rill. 
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Mia^BLLANEOUS. 15 

VIII. 

Oh, Envy, thou bane of every woe. 
Of wrangling tbonght and blackened sonl, 
Of ^ery crime thon att the bowl — 

To man's best peacei thou art the foe«-^ 

Hell reaps the harvest thou dost sow. 



Now; enrioos sdul, Who has heard my soog. 
Ponder well what here I wrote, 
Not vain in faith 'tis not iky oojeit ; 
Probe thy heart with a neighlxnr's prong 
And soon thou '11 peal the guilty gong. 



THE l»RE$8. 

Impartial ^Rer, pray let common sense descend 
Into your noddle, till hastily I a compend 
Give of that degraded thing you call the Press, 
And show 'pon what diet its propagators mess. 

To say they all race on the track of money'^ game 
Might not be trtte,^though 'tis much the same ; 
Therefore, to spare a few that may be just 
I'll turn those over with a blacker crust. 

The Alia — who in this State don't kno^ the name ? 
Once the worshipped light of a Gilbert/s fame ; 
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16 MISCELLANBOUS. 

I* • • 

Now a pandering vehicle, eager to catch the breeze 

Seeking sophistry, that it may have the lees. 

Once the fierce expounder of justice at a cost ; 

Now^a filthy diift-cart, for lying nothing lost 

Once the name of Gilbebti of Wisdom's great the sage, 

Graced the exordiam of its title page ; 

But now — ^how fallen from that high degree — i 

The name of Bupfum greets us nauseously. 

This hypocrite and ape 's so guarded to all fear 

He 'd take it as a joke to kick him in the rear« 

Through the streets he sways with form that's very taper, 

And thintes that lk!l must know he 's editor of a paper. 

His legs are lopsided, like a pair of crodked slabs, 

And the beard upon his hideous face hides cutaneous scabs. 

His ears are par with asses* ;— did you ever see hia eye? 

If not, observe a codfish when about to die. • j 

His hair he gives jfcd gtow:<^, his beauty for to daw. 

Which the rats would seem to tease with a suck and draw.i 

He panders to all tastes if money he caifA^e ; I 

Morality he '11 preach, although a drunken rake. 

He '11 always take a drink, but never pay a " red ;" j 

And why ? The " Press," forsooth, is ever on the ** deiad.'T 

He 'U tell you of Walker's victories when well he knowd 

belies; 
But this is only trading — ^he 's after Garrison's prize. j 
He greatly lauds a poetess — T mean poetic reader ; ^ 
And if she be not circumspect, he will of monet 

bleed her. 

I 
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MISCKLLANEOUS. ^ 17 

Oh, blast this hypocrisy ! My patience is ran oat 
Whea villainy cloaks its shame in the Press's shout 

The BuUetin comes next, in a more heinoos sight — 
A paper ever ready to make two brothers fight 
To keep np great excitement and overawe the mtm 
This big Tom-Cat does troly magnify an ass. 
The editor (God help ns,) whose name is Thomas Knr«, 
Of all groveling creatures he 's the basest thing ; 
When his own panegyrics do thinking people sneer, 
Like a thief, he does seek some honest man's career ; 
Well versed in the excitement that ever takes a crowd, 
This loon with vile slander man's character doth dond. 
He does the city's printing — for money he don't care ; 
He knows 'tis insolvent, and not a cent can spare. 
Bat then the good people will sore make ap the loss ; 
From their coffers they will give more readily the dross. 

'TIS a strange hallacination, in this enlightened a^. 

Men look apon a scribbler as, indeed, a sage ; 

Poor, filthy penny-a-liners, who live only by their witi. 

And will print yoar dictation, if you g^vethem a few bits; 

Men will say, " 'TIS trae ; T 've seen it in the print ;" 

However gross the lie may be, in this the trath is lent 

Woald the law for libel was something more severe, 

That those pigmy Dogberries might have a little fear. 

They scribble and they libel for to increase their fame, 

And the " FREEDOM OF THE PRESS " (bah I) will 

shield them from all blame. 
3 
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.1 8 MISCELLANEOUS. 

Whoever heard of Biven— that horrible abortion? 
I nmst link him here with the scribbling consortion. 
He printe the Stockton Argus, of which he'a'.very vain 
Bat, t^lasj Ia thifi vocation he has bat little gaio. 
If l^e cfta*fc p%y his priDtera he 'vites them home'todine, 
And a pot of beans with pumpkin pie mast siz bellies Iiii( 
. By,t then h© is so obsolete he 's unworthy of my rhyme. 
And here will I drop him — ^he 'a but a little slime* 

WiiEKS '^ th0 being, with heart or soul possessed, 
> . .A sympathy feels for nature's faults, 
. Without a sigh, his greedy auud caresBed, 
■ fn reading o'er the press' assaults ? 

If such there be, when death awaits his gasp 

Let charity his bedside flee, 
And hope untenant him of every grasp ' 

Relaxing, paugs to free. 

Oft a little bickerihgr none but two should know, 

Is made a family brawl, or something woi*se, 
By scribblers. ; arid, oh, the future woe 
- And shame, scandal loves to nurse, 
Fall to their lot-^lwifore a happy twain. 
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MISf'KIXANEOUS. 19 

A DES1R.E TO BE HOME. 



On, ye birds that are musiog and skisiming thro' air, 
What joy it would give me yotir flight could I share ! 
I *d flee to the bower that gleams in my eye, 
And press the soft bosom for which I now sigh. 

Oh, I 'd flee to thee, Anne, whose tresses do flow. 
And are kiss'd by the zephyrs, that wantonly blow. 
To mine would I strain thy vermilion lips, 
And fancy my soul of sweet nectar sips. 

With a transport of joy I 'd link round your waist, " 
And take your white liand to assert you in haste 
My constant afiection, that never did falter 
Since the bright-shining morn we vowed at the altar. 



i 



DOGBERRY CRITICS. 

• — 
The wooden-headed critics who write for the presv 

Their attention a moment I crave, 
While I give them advice to relieve the distress . 

That makes them so foolishly rave. 

Contained in this State are jackals and apes, 

Of big wit desire to savor, 
And from " loafers," " bummers," and other like shapes. 

The press as editors favor. 
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20 MI8CBLLAN]!;PUS. 

The/ sit in their saDctum, behind a goose quill, 
And with gravity think on their st^ition — 

If Tom, Dick or Harry should frown at their bill 
Why, they *!! be exposed to the nation. 

They write and they scribble from morning to night, 
With contempt that 's woeful for grammar ; 

To express an idea they strain and they bite, 
And their bfains do damnably hammer. 

If a mm-mill be started those critics mast drink — 
A clgar^tore, why, send them a box ; 

And hatters and tailors, with some more in the link. 
Comply with a gift, or prepare for their knocks. 

If a ball or a party be held in the town, 

layited they surely must be ; 
If with a few friends to dine you sit down, 

Xhe critics, of course, must be free. 

• 
To the theatre they go to apinroTe or condemn 

A play they never have read ; 
If the voice of the ^ pit " express it a sham 

That way those critics are led. 

As blacksmiths would a sculptor or painter. 
Those fopdoodles attempt to portray. 

With the great^t minuteness, the ranter, 
Thfi acts and the scenes in the play. 
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MISCELLANF-OUS. 21 

Now, ye theatrical critics please take advice — 

For God's sake the actor to spare ; 
Nor condema him too much, nor praise him for price ; 

A few grains of modesty your writings let share. 

Tis one in five hundred who write for the press < 

Of theatrieal criticism anytiuag know ; 
Ninnyhammers, apes, and asses who ^' guess/' 

Should snufif of the sulphur of Satan's '' below," 

To a man of good sense, manners and breeding, 

To the theatre goes to study a play, 
Tis a test more severe than the actor's own reading 

To criticise justly each word he doth say. 

But then there are scribblers, snobs, and pretenders, 
Who write columns on columns of theatrical puffs ; 

They 11 laud out of measure an actor for '< benders ;" 
If justice were done they would receive euffi/ 

To condema the whose press 'tis not my desire ; 
Tis only the part where the lion 's unnoozed — 
Where he casts aside truth for critical hire, 
And justice is known to be sadly abused. 
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22 • MISCELLANEOUS. 

GEN. HOWARD'S SPEECH AT 
SACRAMENTO. 

Flee Americans, brave and great ! 
Behold the jeopardy of your State ! 
BroH and strife is OD the land — 
The traitTOos work of a lawless band. 

Frieods of Order and of Law — 
What coward said, *' Pshaw ?" 
The miners are with me to a man ; 
This is a fact that T did scan. 

In counties three I 've heard them shout — 
What rascal said I was "run out ?" 
The mountains all to " Order " cry — 
Oh, ye dogs ! to say I " lie !" 

A few ruffians but difitorb the meeting ; 
All goodcitiaens ^ye me greetiiig< 
M^w, friends, the question I will put — 
Where 's the blackguard called me a " gut?" 



BIRTH OF A BOY. 

Proclaim the news to all creation I 
A iather 's made — a baby 's born I 

He far exceeds all expectation — 
Health and beauty does him adorn. 
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Bia fatber 's proud ; liis mother loves ; 

His chacklias: yawn 's an angel smile ; 
His face tastes soft as down of doves, 

As kiss on kiss upon him pile. 

Praise is rife to swell his beauty — 

He does betray his father's face, 
(A compliment lemans think a duty,) 

But his eyes and chin his mother's grace. 

Conjecture says that he 11 be great 

If he but live to see 
Matnrer days, to form his fate 

Upon life's tempestuous sea. 

The praise should be that he is human, 
A nd bears no curse on Nature's law ; 

That kind Providence spared the woman 
To give him birth without a flaw. 



THE GOLDEN ERA CRITIC. 

PHarsioLooisTs say the simile is clear 
'Tween the native and the human ass — 

Nothing 's wanting save the pendage in tlie rear, 
And as brothers they will easy pass. 

Of this truth T was some in doubt, 
Till I bethought me of a certain hord 
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ITiat give a weakly Golden Era shout, 
The chief of whom is McDoNoroH Foard. 

Now, reader, take what I assert you as a fact— 

I vouch my honor 'tis true — 
This Foard *s a donkey in every way and act ; 

If you doubt, look the Era thro*. 

But ere you enter upon so much hash 
Let me tell yon its attractive feature 

Is the many times it serves as trash 
To wipe away the dross of nature. 

If you would read a blood-and-thunder romance, 
A grave acctmot of a bull-dog fight, 

How the ^ supes " did act in the performance. 
Of the Golden Era take a sight. 

Now, reader, take my hat if you can't find 
In these acconata and many more, 

A ally, aptt^ blunder in every line — 
Why, you count them by the score. 

When this fopdoodle's brains take to kiting. 
And them he wants some porridge in, 

He steals some famous author's writing, 
And caps it with new origin. 

Of Vulcan's stupid pupils he is one, 
Save in working of a certain brass, 

And with this assertion I have done— 
Foard 's an unmitigated ass. 
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''THE SWINDLED MINEK. 

Fbom days of yore 'tis handed down 
The Press is mightier than the Crown ; 
The vilkinous dutch of the soe|»tflnd haad 
Is Bumbed and powerless under its bao. 

Kingly dominion, like the Inid of night - 
Who to ambush scampers sadden flight 
As the dawn of mom upon him shines 
And shows him ruthless 'mong the Tiands, 
Dreads the light the press has given 
' To erery people under Heaven. 

He sickly Mb, and turns at last 
To sweet remembrance of the past. 
When gold was known the mammoth r«te, 
And every press to it a tool. 
To paint a king or emperor's power 
Is not my notion at this hour, 
For such a thing might useless be, 
^ As of those knaves our hind is free. 

But kings or emperors ne'er pkyed a part 

Half so ruinons to the heart 

As the scheming banker, whose hdlish son! 

lite doggerel WM writtan at the time of b«ik<baittlaf kkBtmWwmm, 
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Sells his warmest friend for gold, 

Displays aa insolent haughty gait, 

As with im^rial, practised frown 

He stdtfes the hope of his creditor ^qw^ 

t^iVMgda^ice I vlu^ a pang isr here^ 
Wbenii«l>hA&tof tiiat to^faiiiiindsl dear. 
Those iyory teeth, with smiling grit, 
Thai E(howdd i^ive in the miner's pit, 
Nash with madness and despair, 
As hi^ihiifks on wrongs he cannot bear. 
Abd those eyes that once did glow 
With all tibat jfoy atid gladness know, 
Look heavy and ddrk as the brook 
That sparUiAgJn.a.sQtiDjr nook 
On a hpf^p «oicl leloadless day - 
Ifij4iffkfiii9di)^ ft ^,«)l.olay/ 

He 's all diseased ; there not a. part 

From the ontwaijd vision to. the inward Iffi^rt 

Bat melts, with grief, and he sfsems 

The onconsciQns yictim of sullen dre^iQs. 

PJtii^,d|imnjed §9d|o)Q;i ne'ei? di4 throw 
A darker Yeilo*eii^(Si^i^t9^ b<eM>,w 
.,4s|jJ}:SypqEi„t^ gpi9d apd bi^ve 
When swindled by a banking knave. 
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to vain Jie looks for some z^Uof ; — 
Uk^ th^ shi^ ai'sea; fts' ^veVy blast 
Swells the sarge that dooms it fiuit 
In depth mysterioiis to the thoaght 
And chilling as conception 'i^.wroaght — 
With stagnant breath views wide and ftir 
F(H* consolation in Fortane's oar ; 
Bnt here each worm marked with gold 
Winks and laughs that he is sold. 

Oh where 's the tongue t6 proclaim his woe? 
Where 's the voixse to aonoonoe his foe? 
The Pr ess t hat siekly, hmtAog ghoe^ 
For righten wrongs it malces its boast — 
Muzzles truth for lack of bread, 
And apon a lie is daily fed. 

By times, as if it saw Uie frown 
Of weeping Heaven looking dorwir, 
It shifts to truth with qaitering li|»s, 
And kk truth and lie alternate dips. 
It speaks so stravge of men in power 
As reflects the tongues at Babylon tower. 
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9 MISCaELLANKOUi. 

A HISTRIONIC DEBUT. 

Koir, je sneering, sni^ring, motley hords, 

Stand ont the way, 

While 1 essay 

To make my lay 

Full well portray 

The shivering, shaking, 

Marrow bones qaaking, 

Heart's quick taking, 

A Boliloqne breaking, 
When a fellow first splatters upon the " boards." 

[FiBST SCEKE."! 

He, armed with eonrage good. 
Steps out in conscious mood. 
Grants forth a tone that 's rade ; 
And then amazed he stood, 
And his brains begin to flit 
As a *' groandling " in the pit, 
To show how learned his wit, 
Pertly sqaeals out, " git !" 

Now looking o'er the footlights, the misty sensation qaitt 
addles the mind ; 
And when he hears a titter and laogfa, 
To think he begins that he 'a a gaff. 
And woald like to tamble qaick into a graff. 
And damn the writer of his epitaph. 

Digitized by LiOOgle 



MISCBLLAHBOUI. 29 

Bat, look I Here comes a big beet, 
Aimed at his bead, bat fell at his feet ; 
To assort tbe digestion tbey next give him meat, 
With nnmericails too many to sam in retreat 
Well, those fools know little— to trne genios they're blind. 

[Second Scbkb.] 

And again he 's come — . 

Pot he knmB% he 's " some ;" 

But, lo I a pdt on the bam 

Makes him mam. 

He faces the crowd, 

With a brow to cload ; . * 

Spoats tragic load ; 

Gets a little prood, 
When some enthasiast bawls oat, '* Go in, p| lillar 1'' 

He don't like the applaase ; ^^ 

And wish that the laws 
Would show proper cause 
For allowing those daws 
To make use of their jaws. 
His ambition it gnaws 
To think that it thaws 
For any such straws. 
The^nfernal pack ; he 'd like to break half their necks 
down a cellar. 

Now his valor 's on the rise, 
And if genius has a prize 
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fie"Il shmr to all eyes 
Tin doe kim in their sighs. ' 
Bui here a cabbage *% tiiirowu | 
In SKiebeasi^fi eomes a bone f 
* With cetera the atage is strown — 

Only ceased when he has flown. 
Now, by Jove, this isn't right ;— he wants to fight. 

[TaiBi> ScsHR.] 
Now he hies Mm totfa again ; 
His aspect seams of pain 
As the problem he woaki fisigh-^ 
*' Are yerblaekgnardff, all insane ?" 
Bre he contemplates his oourse, 
A thousand iUiroats are hoarse 
Him telHng from the soalroe 
Turnips came perforce. 

Blast their impudence 1 He's undaunted at this bl 

He puts on an air that 's \ug ; 
But— like the squealing of a pig — 
His voice is not in rig ; 
And he leaves, in comie Jig» 
To have a little drink, 
That his i^iiits may not shrink. 
As he 's bound to make a stink, 
Beardless who may wink. 

Having imbibed, he *M nerved to the highest tragic piti 
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Oat he plods o<ioe more, 
And the bpyslivegln to roar, 
And the esculents ta ponr, 
Wheti, in haste, he seeks the door. 
And don't yon think it time 
That my doggerel rhyme 
Should end with the mime, 
SO'rJdiimkHlBly sublime^ 
If not, I do. ' {Eofit, and curtain drops,] 



ON LOOIC1NQ ON A MINIATURE. 

IMPRQMPTU. 
1 

Tis now the honr to dofif my cares. 

And in my sleep to bury 
My coursing hopes for one who shares 

Ify heart, while sad or merry. 

; 2 

^ Goljd'fs^^bej^nithbaj^ldue, 
AndjSifiktmy i^^iwd with ftet ;. 
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My dreams the pillow shyly calls, 
Whose snoozing &ncy I deny ; 

While on the image fondly iUls 
The loving tear-drop of my eye. 

4 

Ah, this world, Anne, 's a sad alBiir ; 

The name of i^gpey 's oor greatest Ibe : 
To grasp a little 's oor only care ; 

When death steps in, and off wa gp. 



FINIS. 



Ebbata. — By some hocns-pocos a couple of erron slipped 
our recognition until most of the edition waa pn» 
worked. In the fourth line of « Birth of a Boy," ** does " 
occurs, instead of do, making bad grammar. And again, , 
in the third line (^the fifth stanaa of ** Gblden Era Oritie,'' | 
the abridgment of supernumeraries is " soups " for aupas. I 
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